


The comical! Hiftory of the Mer 
chant oj < Vcnice~> t 

Enter tsdnthonio, Salarjno, and S alamo. 

%/fa. footh I know not why I am (o fad, 

j It wearies me, you fay it wearies you 5 
1 But how I caught it, found it, or came by it. 
What ftuffc tis made of, whercofit is borne, 
am to learne : and fuch a want- wit fadnes 
makes of mce. 

That I haue much adoe to know my felfe, 
Salarino. Your minde is tolling on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofics with portliefayle 
Like Signiors and rich Burgars on the flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants of the fea. 

Doe oucr-pccre the petty traffiquers 
That curfie to them do them reucrence 
As they flic by them with theyr wouen wings. 

Salanio. Beleeue mce fir, had I fuch venturefbrth. 

The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroadc. I fhould be flill 
Plucking the grade to know where fits the wind, 

Piring in Maps for ports, and peers and rodes : 

And euery obieft that might make mefcare 
Mif-fortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

Salar. My wind cooling my broth, 
would blow me to an ague when I thought 
what harme a winde too great might doc at fea. 

I mould not fee the fandie howre-glafle runne 
But I fhould thinke offhallowcs and offlatts, 

And fee my wealthy Andrm docks in fand 
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